120                        MARVELL
But all its chief delight was still
On roses thus itself to fill,
And its pure virgin limbs to fold
In whitest sheets of lilies cold :
Had it lived long, it would have been
Lilies without, roses within.
0 help !   O help I   I see it faint
And die as calmly as a saint I
See how it weeps I   the tears do come
Sad., slowly, dropping like a gum.
So weeps the wounded balsam ;  so
The holy frankincense doth flow ;
The brotherless Heliades
Melt in such amber tears as these.
1 in a golden vial will
Keep these two crystal tears, and fill
It till it do overflow with mine,
Then place it in Diana's shrine.
Now my sweet fawn is vanished to
Whither the swans and turtles go ;
In fair Elysium to endure,
With milk-like lambs, and ermines pure.
O do not run too fast :  for I
Will but bespeak thy grave, and die.
First, my unhappy statue shall
Be cut in, marble ;  and withal,
Let it be weeping too ;  but there
The engraver sure Ms art may spare ;
For I so truly thee bemoan,
That I shall weep, though I be stone,